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HE LIVED TO HEAR HIS TITLE

COLONEL CHAMBERLAIN WON THE HANK

WHICH WAS GIVEN TO MARK
HIS TOMBBTONE.

The Doctor lives in the southeastern corner of

Orleans County, near the Qeneaee line. If a

traveller cannot find his house readily, any one

within a radius of twenty miles will direct him

accurately. Everybody knows tho Doctor, for
which he himself is to be held accountable. He
Is sixty-five years old. He is tall, slender, straight
as a rifle-barrel. His lnnp white hair is silky
and fine, and shines like silver. His mustache
droe-ps over a firm, «dear cut mouth. His face Is
t!iin and his nose atjuibno. He always wears a

1 read brimmed soft felt hat. The man's whole

bearing suggests the soldier. This Impression Is

Intensified by a fas« inatinR trick uf profanity,
Which he learned in tho Army «lays.
The Doctor was not a soldier, lie fought,

however, with the Army of the Potomac for two

years, whin th»- lighting was most deadly. His

nflli ts wire behind the hot, smoky lines. He
strove for the liv«s «if wrecked men. H«' saw

things which made young men old before their

time, once he ordered Ulysses B. Grant to with¬
draw from the line «if lire; onr«> he saved the life
of one of tho bravest men In the service, and

made him a brigadier-general to boot on th.-

Fpot. He also did many other things, conei rning
which he keei»s silence, f«»r he dislikes t.. talk .¦;

himself, «if ihoso known he himself did nol

A'oak. Others have told th« stories.
Many persons outside of New-England nave

le aril of Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain, of th«-

«¿'at«' of Maine. He has Inen im.re or leas prom«
¿ently connected with the Government of the
United »States ami of his native Commonwealth
since the war He was presiden I of Dowdoin
College until ivv'l, when he resigned Chamber«
lain left the faculty of Bowdoln College in IMl'J

for Virginia, in command of (he 190th Main.- Regi¬
ment, bard fighters, with man) scars »if honor
r.n their Raga < m Jut:. ]S. 1804, the Army of
the Potomac was sitting in front of Petersburg.
The fire was bitter all along the Ines. Scrim¬

mages and i »s. Infighting swung backward and

forward.
Colonel chamberlain in person, as was his

habit, led his brigade, for he had been placed
over more regiments than ins own by that time.

He was strut k down, helpless. His men, who

worshipped him a-» nun do those whom Ihej
trust from knowledge ae luired In minutes of ea-

pec ted death, carried him to the nennst field
hospital. The Dot tor had charge of it. He had
been working for twenty hmirs. He did the
cutting; and pushed the dismembered bodes

¦long for his assistant«) t.» tie up and bandage.
Blood covered him and made him dark brown.

His boots were soggy, as are men's who walk

In thin mud. The water in the mud was dark

ktajwn also. The thick, cloudy lluid bad made

little rivulets, which collected In puddles against
the barrier formed by waxy l»ps and arms. Tbtre
wa.s a heavy smell in the air. It aros* fruiu. the
fresh blood and the human wreckage.

The men with the litter set It down. One

theni advanced.
"Who is if" said the Doctor shortly. He hi

no time for parley.
"Colonel (Tiamberhwn of the 20th Maine," r

plied the ««.Idler. "He's hurt bad, Doc"

"Dring him up," said the Doctor. He hi

known "Josh" Chamberlain for a brave ma

and had awaited news cf his death ever sin

he first had met him. They laid Chamberla
on the table. The Doctor made a rapid exam

nation. He said nothing. Chamberlain had fo

lowed him with silent lips» but with eloquti
eyes.
"Well, Do¦.¦," he murmured, "am I a goner?"
"Yiui ar»' pretty badly hurt. Colonel," said tl

Doctor. He was shot through the abdomei

The bullet had ripp.-«l into the Intestines.

"Do.-.." whispered CHiambertaln, as he grasp«

Ihe Doctor's hand, "Doc, I've got a wife an

two boys up there in Maine. I want to see thei

before I go. Can you nelp me through?"
The Doctor turned away. He saw a party <

horsemen a little to his ripht. A short, thicl

Bet man, with round shoulders and a slouch ha

was .sitting his horse in front of the other:

The Burgeon recognised the horseman In th

dim. unconscious way of persons who are dee

In thought He was wondering what h<- ghoul
say to Chamta rlain. It was such a forlorn hop«
Th.- ban.] closed «m Mb again.
"W.u. what is it t,. be, Doer
"Ch.tml.. rlain, you shall see them," sahl th

Doctor, "and by «a«*!, my boy. If man <*an U

it, I'll s.-e a «ill Governor of Maine yet."
The Burgeon sel to work In those days sur

e» ry was in the infamy of Its development
Anaesthesia had j ist been discover«-d; antiscpsi
was «lark in th«- future. It Is a strange thini
that more men «lid Dot die behind the Bghtha|
lin.-s.

I
The Doctor la .k<«l up from ids w«.rk, disturt**«:

by the sound <»f trampling hors.-s break in«

through low Lushes. The short, sturdy, round

shouldered man had dismounted. He advanced,
rolling a « ¡Kar about his lips. He was General
«¡rant. Th« Doctor knew him. He touched h!f

hand t.« his forehead
"Who is it"'- a-k.-d Grant, as he CMghl sight

of the motionless form on the tabl«-.
"Colon.-i Chamberlain, sir, of the 20th Maine,"

j replied the Burgeon,
"I know him," said Grant "Is be badly hurt?"
"II" will not live until morning," muttered the

Doctor. "Shot through the lower Intestines."
"H.'s too good a man to die," said the (Jen-

eral, as he watched the Still, sad face. "Up was

worth a great deed to us."

A sudden Inspiration seized the Doctor.
"il.- la too damn ko..«i to <li<-, G«eneral Grant,"

be « ri. >1. as he faced the Commander of the
Arm>-, looking «l«>wn on him. "Dut I guess he's

««.t to go. H« s a colonel. 'Colonel' will be cut

on his tombstone. He's worth more than that.
II«- will not live until sunrise. Let them make
it 'General' on the stone, sir."
Urant look« J up shuirply. His eyes wandered

to tho table. He chewed his cigar. His hands
wore behind his back. Ho was resting on one

foot, the other was pushed a little nut. It was a

characteristic pose.
"I guess you're right. Doctor," ho said slowly.

'General' would look bettor. They may make It

'general !"
The Doctor put out bis damp hand. Grant

took It
"Can you pull him through?" he asked.

"I'll do it, by Cod. I'll do It," paid the Doctor
simply.
He pulled him through. Perhaps it was the

news of his promotion. Perhaps It «was the corn¬

ing of his wife from Maine. At any ralo, Hriga-
dior-(îeneral Ohimberlarin conducted the formait«
ties of Loo's surrender at AppomattOX as a spe¬
cial mark of his services. Hut ho always said
that It waa tho Doctor who should have had the

glory.
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